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In this attire.
Sacred, holy, you are a god
A silent royalty and omen
Of assault to lay anyone to rest
In his native soil
Speak and your words
Are a fossil language
That can insulate any sin.
Sing a song in praise of Rudra.
(Mutthanathan sings.)
Life is led, not cognized.
Make us weep* let truths lie
Beyond life and history.
Beyond belief and life.
Beyond fear and belief.
Beyond me and him:
The taboo man
And the sacred man.
He conceived the form
I call it sin;
I shall make the body
Classic, a squandering grave
I shall kill the form till it dies.
I <~all it punishment.
Life is led,  not congnized.
Rudra. Riidra.
Make us weep, let truths lie.
Tears are eyes' venom
When we weep, eyes are wounds.
Wound the body, wound the soul
Rudra wants it that way.
Make us weep, let truths lie.
Chorus: King Mcy-p-Porul
And we know those races At sunrise and at sunset At every battle-turn; Know how our teams clashed With those of Mutthanathas Casting their lots for position: Ranging their cars on a line;